CHAPTER   5

NORTHGLIFFIAN   EPISODE

Our in the channel a spout of water flung high into the air.
The captain of the cross-Channel steamer, lying alongside
Folkestone quay,, said it was probably a whale blowing, and I
contemplated his clear eyes, tanned skin, neat beard and long
row of medals won on the Dover Patrol with great respect,
for I had not known that whales ever blew so near the English
'coasts. Then the wireless operator came running with a
message, he scanned it quickly, and next moment the gangways
were hurriedly drawn up and the ship steamed quickly out
to sea. An aeroplane had crashed into the Channel dead ahead.

The ship listed hard over as the passengers gathered on the
port side and craned their necks. Among the wreckage floating
by, unrecognizable, I could see two bundles. I knew they were
men; not long before the thought of ending like this had been
constantly in my own mind. A boat put out from the ship, a
Harley Street doctor among the passengers accompanying the
crew, and rowed over to the wreckage. First they pulled out
the pilot, a Frenchman, and then the passenger, and as they
turned up his face the doctor recognized one of his patients.

I often have to restrain myself from remarking that the world
is a small place; this particular coincidence impressed me as
deeply as that other strange marine encounter, when a man
called Aloysius Pendlebury Plum, or something equally rare,
plunged into the Thames art; Blackfiiars and rescued a man
called Aloysius Pendlebury Plunr.

The ship continued on her course. Once more, though
England had seemed to loom indefinitely ahead of me, I was
leaving it behind. Lord Northcliffe had just returned to France
from an anonymous tour in Germany and had cabled urgently
to London for a secretary. I had been chosen.

A strange adventure lay before me. I had been dispatched
at a moment's notice, primed with instructions that I was going
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